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LIBERTY 


R E @ A IND. 


T O thee, great Author of my infant Muſe, 

I bow with Rev'rence, I adore thy Name, 
Who art the Offspring of once enyy'd Row, 
And claims Alliance to; the nobleſt Blood 

That ever run thro' Grecian Heroes Veins : 
Tranſplanted thence in Albion happier Clime, 

Art now become of more intrinſick Worth, 

Than Indies Eaſt and Welt together join d, 

To thoſe bleſt Sons of more than mortal Race. 

There long chou'ſt reign'd, protected and (er tree, 

That warlike Nation from tyrannick Chains ; 
Vet oft in Fetters haſt thyſelf been held, 
Bemoan'd by thoſe that dard not thee regain. 
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Strove to o'erſpread the all-ſubmiſſive Land, 


(4) 


Tis needleſs, to rehearſe the treach'rous — 
So oft, by courtly Policy contriy d. 


Io fade thoſe verdant Lawrels, deck thy Brow, 


And en to eraze thy 1 i 
Imprinted deep on every noble Mind; C! . 5 
When theſe atteſted Truths, ſo full appear, 7 
And clearly ſhine, to all impartial Yeu, | 5 
The dearer Part of thee,” neerto be loſt, 3 

In copious Hiſt ries valuable Records: | 
Vet can't my Muſe forget thoſe recent Days, 
When royal Bigot, with religious Cloak, 


And by that proſtituted, rew rend Hack, 


To lay thy Name in dark Oblivion's Tomb. 


Had not the Genius of the ſinking Land' T8 6 


Stole, from amidſt all-dutiful Addreſs, 


And whiſper'd in the Ear of Great Nass au, 
The dreaded Conſequence of thy ſickly State "os 


He, nobly born, Deſcendant from a Race, 


Well-known Defenders of thy worthy Cauſe, © 
Kindly reſtor d Tranquility to thee, I a 
And fill'd with Gladneſs each diſtreſſed Hear, rt. 


(80 

Swelling wich warmeſt Blood, for thy Defence. 
Whoe'er wou'd brand the Mem'ry of that Day, 
With Breath of Duty, and the Kingdom's Laws, 
Let them reflect, thoſe Laws had been no more 
The Nation's Bulwark, and thy ſure Reſort, 
Did not that Day in Brits Annals ſhine, 
A Terror to the fierce, unbounded Will, 
Of every ambitious royal Mind 

Bleſt Albion s Queen (when Nass AU was no more) 
To diſtant Shores thy Name, with Joy, proclaim d, 
Which ev'ry happy Youth kindly receiv d, 
Who, at his Birth, thy true Impreſſion, took, | 
And ſcorn'd to live by Tyrant; Hands oppreſs d, 
Dragging his galling and delpotick Chain: 
Theſe, more num'rous in thoſe Saturnian Days, 
Crowded the Britiſh Shores o'exflow'd with Joy, 
Than ever went from Greece of old, ſo fam'd 
For Troy's Deſtruction, and great Priam's Sons. 
Thy Hand was ready to conduct on Shore | 
Each happy Youth, that long had wiſh d in Vain 
To taſte the Pleaſures of thy bleſt Abodes : 
How ſweet, how lovely, muſt thou then appear 
To thoſe who long d for thee, at laſt attain d 


(6) 
Thy urmoſt Bliſs unlimited, and free? 
Thou certainly muſt raſte, to ſuch as theſe, i 
| More fragrant than the Fruit of Paradiſe, 
That tempred Eve from Innocence to ſwerve. 


At ANN A's Death her Shrine dropp'd Tears of Blood, 
And thou, Chief Mourner ! waited at her Grave, 
Expecting nothing leſs than Fate's Decree 
To loſe thy Freedom in her dreadful 'Tomb : 
When loud the Guardian-Angels of the Realm 
Proclaim'd abroad Great Bxunswick's Royal Line, 
And bid ir laſt till Time ſhall be no more : 
Theſe joyful Tydings rais'd thy drooping Head, 
And gave to thee again the Reins of Pow'r; 
Which thou, unerring, did'ſt direct awhile, 
Guiding aright this more than happy Land: 

When from the deep Abyſs of gloomy Shades, 
The Father of all Miſchief, Satan's ſelf 

Beheld our Happineſs (too great to laſt) 

A fatal and infernal Synod call 'd, 

To fix on Means to interrupt our Bliſs. 


Th' Aſſembly met, the dreadful King began, 
In Words more deadly than e er ſcap'd his Mouth, 
| | Againſt 


CP) 
Againſt his Maker, his Almighty Lord! 
And thus harrangu d the horrid. liſt ning Crew: 
I fear on Earth, in Albion's happy Plains, 
Man vill regain that Bliſs, I long fince robbò d 
Their Parents of by EnDEN's fatal Tree: 
What's to be done, ye mighty Chiefs that ſhare 
Eternal Doom with me in theſe curs'd Realms ? 
Speak all, ye mighty Powers, and Counſel well 
Your King, reſolv' d to turn their Shouts of Joy, 
* At once, to bitter Sighs and heavy Groans. 


Then roſe, alternately, a num'rous Throng 
Of Heroes, fam d by MiLToN's tuneful Muſe, 
And ſpoke, as rang'd in Order, and Renown, 
Each his own Thoughts, moſt deadly to have heard ! 
Their Counſels tended to one fatal End ; 
To ſend again a Spirit from the Deep, 
With Pow'r unlimited, to execute 
Their Will, and Pleaſure to be fixt upon. 
Then ev'ry one in Silence ſtood a while, 
Expecting ſoon to hear their King declare 
His Approbation of their joint Advice: 
When from his Throne the haughty Fiend aroſe, 


The ever memorable Year 1720. 
C 
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And from his Mouth theſe Words like Thunder brole; 
Know, mighty Lords, I have on Earth a Friend, 

As true, and faithful, as theſe Realms can boaſt, 

To execute our Wills and frerce Reſobves : 

Him have J try'd in many important Truſts, | 

And ever found him to my Orders true - 

It is not meet, that eve again fhould fend 

A Spirit hence, to wait on Mortats falln, 

But leave ambitions Man, on Man to prey. 


This laſt Advice receiv'd all Hell's Applauſe, 
And 'twas determin'd, with united Voice, 

That quick a Courier from their Realm ſhould * 
With full Commiſſion to their truſty one, 

To execute their horrid Schemes on Earth: 

Their firſt Inſtruction was to ſeize on thee; 

Without whoſe Death they ever muſt deſpair, 

A univerſal Monarchy to fix. 

The Meſſenger had Pow'r to arm the Foe 5 
With all Things needſul, to fulfill their Hopes: 1 
Firſt, to poſſeſs Ambition's fatal Height; 4 
Next, to command the Nation's potente Wealth, E l 
And to confer each Place of Truſt or Gain; 
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Laſtly, by deadly Counſels, to miſſead 
His P—ce, as he ſhould dictate or adviſe. 


Juſt at the Hour when Satan came to EVE, 
And, in ſoft Slumbers, rais'd thoſe hideous Dreams, 
The Fiend, all glowing hot (from Hell arriv'd) 
Approach'd the ſoſt and downy Pillows Height 
Of this great Foe to Monals earthly Bliſs; 

And to his Soul, then meditating on 

The wicked Conſults of the Day then paſt, 

His full Inſtructions flyly did relate , 

Leaving, at his Command, the fatal 'Fruſt 

Fixt, and ſecure, in his ſiniſter Hand. 

When kind Aurora left the Horizon, 
And uſher'd in the all- ttanſcendant God; 

The deadly Foe aal d, from Dreams moſt foul, 
And view'd the Deed in Characters of Gold 
Ingroſs'd, and ſeal'd with Satan's: mighty Creſt : 
The Act once read, and fully underſtood, 

He went Abroad to execute: his Power, 

Proudly proclaiming his Commnifion's force : 
Should I relate the num cã Arts by him, 

Oh LI SER TY I Contriv'd againſt thy Life, 
From F. f. Schemes to late Con-----n's Birth, 


(01) 
could o rfill a folio Volume large: {bb ue le 
Vet ſhould I but declare the noble Acts, 94 2H 
The Names, the Merit of thoſe Briti/h Chiefs, 

Who, Guardian-Angel-like of theſe bleſt Plains, 

Long have deſpiſed;' und oppos d his Power; 

Ten ſuch large Volumes would not half contain 

The Matter fit to furniſh ſuch a Scene : | 

Vet long (I bluſh to think how long!) Has reign'd 

This mighty Foe of Empire, and of thee, 

Gaining o'er Numbers to his foul Intent, 

By the curs d Means his lib'ral Hands poſſeſs; 

Diſdaining all Opponents to his Will, | 

Folding thy Force, by gauling Fetters preſs d, | 
That thou could'ſt ſcarce ſtalk thro the Streets by Night, 
Without collecting, from all Parts, a Throng, 
That wonder'd how thou could'ſt ſuſtain the Load | 


Amongſt thy numerous profeſſed Foes, 
Auxiliar Hirelings of infernal Truſt, 
Who daily tinſel o'er their conſcious Guilt, 
With all perſwaſive, curs'd Peruvian Ore ; 
A hideous Monſter of * Batavian Birth, 
(Begot in Hell, and foſter'd on thar Race, 
* The Dutch, | 10) þ 


( 11 ) 
After they nobly had defended thee, 
And gain'd all-glorious, and immortal Fame, 
By ſhaking off Iberia's (laviſh Yoke) 
Became the Favourite of this ſinful Chief. 


This Hydra, envious of B&rTAaNN1a's Bliſs, 
Safely commuting to ambitious Hands, 
His ever-hateful, all-devouring Pow'r 
Left his Abode, for Albion's kind Retreat, 
And ſtole, unſeen, on the unthinking Land, 
When every heedleſs, and unhappy Youth 
Was ſunk in royal Luxury, and Luſt, 
And lull'd a Sleep, in a ſecure Repoſe, 
By horrid Conſequence of courtly Vice. 


Having once fix'd immoveable his Seat, 
Too near the royal executive Pow'r, 


Became th avowed Friend, and ſervile Slave, 
Of every ambitious Tyrants Will. 


Long, Centaur like, with Argus Eyes, he'd rang d 


Theſe lovely Plains, unſatiated with Spoils, 
(Reap'd from the Deſolation of each Hour) 
D 


n 


Raviſh'd by Force, from ſome unhappy Wretch, 


Before the Execution of this fatal Truſt. 


The deadly Foe, more ſurely to atrain 
His foul Deſign, a firm Alliance made 
With this curs'd Monſter, of gygantick Size, 
Whoſe Bounds he promis'd daily to extend, 
Till he became Inſpector of each Gift, 
By Heav'n beſtow'd, for Mortals kind Support. 


This infamous, this moſt audacious Scheme, 
(Aſſured of Succeſs) he boldly lay'd | 
Before the great Aſſembly of the Land, 

To give't the Sanction of ſagacious Law! 
Impartial Juſtice brought her equal Scale, 
To try the Weight of this prodigious Birth, 
Which being poiz d againſt unerring Truth, 
Aſcended to the Beam, as light as Air, 
That paſſes unperceiv'd by human Eye. 


Thy fickly Power, by long Oppreſſion weak, 
On this Occaſion did exert its Force, nigl4 1 

And, watchfully, oppos'd this vile Attempt, 

Till fully known, and to Confuſion brought : 
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Which ever-memorable, and glorious Day, 
Was ſolemnized with ſuch matchleſs Joy, 
As muſt imprint, on every Briti/h Mind, 
An utter Deteftation of that Deed, 
Till Albion's Iſles in Diſſolution End. 


Rouz'd by this vain Intent, thy lovely Face, 
That long had look d like Luna, pale and wan, 
Appear d, to every noble free- born Soul, 

With Luſtre, equal to Apollo's ſelf; 

Which made each Youth, with Reſolution, vow, 
Thy boundleſs Freedom (wiſh'd for long) to gain, 
And, with intrepid Courage, to purſue, | 

And to Deſtruction utterly to bring, 

The Dragon, fouler than e er dwelt below, 

In deepeſt Hell's infernal Regions dark, 

Who, long, had chas'd the flying royal Beaſt, 

T hrowing his deadly Venom in each Place 

Choſe for the noble Guardians kind: Repoſe, 

Till ſickly he became almoſt to Death. 


At length, LoNDIx A, whoſe all-glorious Neme 
Hath long, in peaceful Accents, glided ſmooth 
Through ſilver Thames into the Ocean wide; 
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(14) 
O'er-ſpreading thence, thro' Storms, with mighty Wings, 
The liſt' ning World from near to diſtant Shores : 


She, the Defender of thy faithful Laws 
That gives Examples, worthy All to take, 
To great Auguſtus did in Time apply, 


Begging his Aid thy Freedom to reſtore. 


| Czſar, not knowing how thou waſt oppreſt, 
Surprized ſtood ar her Relation, big 
With Wrongs from foreign and domeſtick Foes : 
Having once heard the all-convincing Proofs, 
Unerring Demonſtration could produce ; 
He ſpoke Majeſtick, like the royal Race, 


From whence he Honour, well deſery'd, derives. 


Take Czfar's Word, your Wrongs Til ſoon redreſs, 
And quick reſtore you LIBERTY again. 


Cheer'd with this royal Promiſe, in each Face 
In great LoxnDinA's ſpacious Streets beheld, 
No other than o'erflowing Joy appear'd. 


This News, the haughty Foe, at firſt, diſmay'd, 


Making his guilty Soul with Horror ſhake, 


To 
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To think his Reign ſo near Concluſion brought: 
Till recollecting his all-pow'rful 'Truſt, 
Promis d e'er-long the impending Storm to lay: 
Which yer, a little, he found Means to ſtop, 
Till bigger Grown to cruſh him at a Fall. 


Great Cæſar, finding all his cunning Arts 
Full of Deceit, and miſchievous Intent, 
Firmly reſolv'd to execute his Word; 
Which, lately, he fo faithfully perform'd 
Before ſuch Numbers of the Britiſh Race, 
As would have humbl'd haughty Spain to ve ſeen. 


; When, four ſucceeding Times, the royal Will 

Had been Proclaim'd thro' Shouts of matchleſs Sound, 
The grand Appearance mov'd towards the Place, 
Where Plenty, once, held forth her bounteous Hand, 
Full of the Riches of all diſtant Realms : 
Old Time ſtood nodding on the royal Pile, 
Smiling to ſee the thronging Crowd approach, 
And held his Glaſs unſhook, to hear the Event 
Of what this mighty Cavalcade might mean. 

* The Declaration of War. 
F | When 
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When Richmond's Herald, thro' each lit ning Eat, 


Proclaim d again, that LiBERTY was free; 


The Father, pleasd, broke forth in tuneful Notes, 


More ſweet than ever Syren yet did ſing. 


Britons ſtrike Home, revenge, your Country's Wrongs, 
Af ert thoſe Rights, by Nature's Laws your Due, 
And let no Pow'r on Earth preſcribe you Bounds. 


To this, each Briton, fir d at thy great Name, 


Again repeated Shouts, that ſhook the Globe, 


And made the meaner Sons of Earth to fear; 
Which, thence, aſcending to Heaven's high Arch, 
Roar'd forth, in Peals of Thunder, o er the World; 
Bleſt Albion's Sons have LisveRTY regain'd ! 


Great Czſar's Son, the firſt-born of his Loins, 
The Genius of the Nation's utmoſt Will; 
A truer Friend to thee Rome never knew, 
This moſt illuſtrious, all- tranſcendent Prince, 
Zealous to ſee the royal Word fulfill'd, 
In private grac'd this ſolemn Cavalcade, 


To thew how near ally'd his Blood's to thine. 


This 
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This kind Reſpect, chis Condeſcenſion free, | 
Fill'd ev'ry Breaſt with more than mortal Fire, 
Which burſt, like Lighr'ning from a mighty Cloud, 
Proclaiming far and near his royal fame. 


When cruel Fate ſhall raviſh from theſe Plains 

Great Czſar's Self, of Years and Glory full, 
Leaving the Realm oerflow'd with Grief, and Tears; 
Prophetick Muſe | Foretell the weeping Land, 

This worthy Prince ſhall catch each falling Tear, 

And turn each heavy Groan to Shouts of Joy. 
Great Egward's Fame, and Henry's noble Acts, 

Ot. Old, in Hiſtory, ſo much renown'd, - 

In Brit;/þ Annals ſhall be quite forgot, 

Loſt, and eclips d, in royal Fredericks Deeds. 


Ye Pow'rs above! Ye Guardian Angels all! 
Thar once protected, in bleſt Innocence, 
The happy Pair of PARADISE poſſeſt; 
| Show'r down your choiceſt Bleſſings on this Prince, 
His royal Conſort, and their Iſſue joint, 
As may produce Kings, a ſucceeding Race, 
Shall 
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(8) 
Shall ever flowing Time itſelf ſurpaſs : 5 
This Wiſh obtain d, Britannia s Sons may ſay; 


Dear LiskRTr, at laſt by us regain'd, 
Fully attones for PARADISE once Loft. 


off N 
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© ERRATA: In Foo 5, in the third Line, for Breath read Breach.” 


N. B. Wherever the Words, thee, thy, or thou, are mentioned in che fore- 
going Lins, take Notice that Lans! is meant . 
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READERS, 


OU”'LL obſerve, the foregoing Lines were wrote (tho* they ne'er had 
þ ſeen the Preſs, but at the Inftance of a Friend) on a late memorable Occa- 
ſion; by which it was univerſally hop'd, That LiszxTy (fo long wiſh'd for) 
was at laſt ſecur*d : But leaſt the Pr1zcx ſhou'd be thought at this Juncture unſea- 
ſonable, and unworthy the Title it bears, on Account of a late Int ion in 
the Progreſs of LiszzTy, the Author thinks it not amiſs, to add the following 
Lainss: 


O LisBERTII Each Briton waits thy Fate, 

IN And ſickly grows, at thy uncertain State : 

vet PATRIOTS perſevere, and Heav'n, that's Juſt, 
Will break, by you, this curs'd infernal Truſt, 
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